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into the fire of passion,
from the fire of emotion
into the fire of assurance,
from love to hatred,
from pain to anger,
from the coal-fire
of unfulfilled desires
into the soaked firewood-fires
of fulfilled desires,
from the log-fire of consciousness
into the straw-heap-fires of madness,
from the emotional fires of the young
into the repentant fires of the old:
the human soul is travelling
from one fire to another.
Ravana's24 funeral pyre
became Sita's25 fire-test.
A fire-worshipper's devotion
lies in the eternal expectation.
Life, life and life,
vibrations of generations
in your fistful of nerves,
lamentations of ages
in the cavities of your bones,
molten lead
is flowing into your ears.
Two eyes
like erupting volcanoes,
and the glittering teeth
in the mouth of dense darkness,
Deadly poison, not blood,
is in the body.
What you have inherited
is syphilis, acquired
by the human race;
culture, assimilated in the marrow;